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The Neighbor Upstairs 


Music drifted through the thin walls of my bedroom. That's a lie, it didn't drift, it thundered through. Living in 
LA, its not totally uncommon to hear late-night music, but | didn't recognize this music. It wasn't flaming 
guitars | was hearing, it was an organ. An organ and a deep voice. | had heard that voice before, but | couldn't 
put my finger on who it belonged to. | threw off the covers of my bed and pulled on a bathrobe, still trying to 
put a name to the voice. It sounded kind of like Jim Morrison, but restrained. When | had gone to see The 
Doors at the Whiskey-A-Go-Go, he screamed more than this voice. With odd bits of poetry, seemingly thrown 
in for the heck of it. This song sounded like he was following an exact script of what to sing. He probably was; 
it was a song, after all. | climbed the stairs to the apartment above mine. | was pretty sure the music was 
coming from here, but even if it wasn't, the people here would be awake. | knocked on the door twice, then 


twice more when there was no answer. The music got slightly quieter and the door opened. 


"Let me guess, you're gonna tell me to turn it down, too?" The guy who opened the door slurred, obviously a 
little drunk. | was taken aback a moment, partly due to his drunkenness, partly due to his attire. His slim body 
was covered with nothing but tight jeans and a headful of curly, brown hair. 


"N..no. | was going to ask who you're listening to. It sounds like The Doors, but | didn't know they had an album 


out." | stammered, trying not to stare. 


"Yeah, it's The Doors. An advanced copy." He said, looking around, like he was trying to avoid eye contact at all 
costs. "You can stay and listen, if you want." He offered. 


"No, | couldn't intrude. | can hear it perfectly fine from my apartment” | said, pointing down. 
"You can hear it better from here." He motioned with his thumb. | swallowed. 


"Maybe for a song or two." | gave in The guy smiled. If | had given more thought, | would have said evilly. He 


stood back from the door and made a welcoming motion with his hand. 
"Haven't seen you around here before, Mr. .." | said, looking around. 


"Call me Jim." He said, sidestepping the question of his last name. "Just got in tonight." He continued. | sat on 
the bed, which seemed to be the only furniture capable of being sat on 


"How'd you get your hands on a Doors record?" | asked, making small talk. Jim took a swig from the beer can 


in his hand and shut the door. 

"Company gave it to me. Figured | should have one." He said, turning the volume up slightly, resuming the 
volume it had held before | had come in. He lifted the can for what appeared to be another sip, but instead 
crushed it and threw the can against the wall. Jim flopped backwards onto the bed. 

"How'd you know it was The Doors? Seen them before?" He asked, staring at the ceiling. | nodded. 

Five or six times at the Whiskey. This doesn’t really sound like them, though." Jim punched them bed violently. 
"Man, | told those morons it doesn’t sound like us." He growled. | stared at him, wide-eyed. 


"You're Jim Morrison?" | asked. 


"That's what they say." He answered, simply. | sat in silence, listening to the whole record, back to front. When 
the record stopped spinning, Jim got up and slipped it back into the casing. 


"What do you think? Unless the other guys've played it, you're the first to hear it” He said. | formulated my 
response carefully; if | gushed too much, it would have sounded like butt-kissing, if | did the opposite, it would 
have sound like | was purposely making it seem like | wasn't butt-kissing. 


"| think itll be a classic. Its memorable. Even if it doesn't sell well, itll be remembered for a long time." Jim 
seemed satisfied with my answer. He layed back down on the bed, propped up on one elbow. He was staring at 


me with an intense, almost scary, look. 


"| guess I'll be going now." | said, getting up from the bed. | started opening the door when a hand slammed it 


shut from behind me. 


"We were having such a nice conversation, you can't possibly be thinking of leaving now?" Jim asked. | spun 


around. His face was less than half a foot from mine. He had lowered his voice, somehow making it deeper. 
"W-well, it's getting late, and | have to work tomorrow." | said, my back against the door. 

"I have to work tomorrow, too. That isn't stopping me from enjoying myself” He whispered. 

"How do you plan on doing that?" | whispered back. 

"I plan to enjoy myself by enjoying you." He growled, his nose now a hair-width apart from mine. 

"Enjoying m-" | was cut short by Jim's lips pressing down on mine. Common sense told me to push him away. | 
chose to ignore it at the moment. | spread my lips slightly, allowing his tongue to enter my mouth. He stuck it 
into my mouth hungrily. Every second that passed, | felt my soul slipping away into Jim's grip. 

"Care to have a little more fun, darling?" He said, breaking away. Without thinking, | nodded. Jim grinned, as if 
every piece of his puzzle finally fell into place. He flicked the light switch beside my head, causing the room to 


only be lit by the light of LA. below us. 


Jim pulled my face back onto his with one hand and tugged at my bathrobe belt with the other hand. It fell to 
the floor, and my robe opened. Jim stood back for a second to survey my barely-covered body. He smiled, 


looking content with his decision. 


He slipped an arm beneath my knees and carried me back to the bed, giving me kisses every two steps. Once | 
was on the bed, Jim took a step back and undid his belt, letting his jeans fall around his ankles. He climbed onto 
the bed and positioned himself above me. With every kiss, Jim got more hungry. He was sucking my lips raw, 
as if he hadn't tasted a kiss in years, or even a lifetime. My nervousness was finally fading away when the 


door to the apartment opened. 


"Jim, baby, you asleep?" A woman's voice asked from the hallway. A redhead walked through the door. Jim's 
head snapped around, looking in the redhead's direction. 


"What the HELL?" she screamed. 
"Pam, darling, it's not what it looks like." Jim said, walking towards her. 


"Shut up, Jim, I'll get to you later." Pam snarled, stalking towards me. Thinking quick, Jim grabbed Pam's hand 


and pulled her towards him. 


"Run" He whispered, then started to kiss Pam, rendering her immobile. | grabbed my belt from the floor and 


ran in the direction of my apartment. There were angry-sounding whispers from their apartment all night. 


When | left for work the next morning, there was a small package in front of my door. | unwrapped it to find 
the record Jim had played for me the night before. Inside of the package was a note: 


Pam kicked me out again. Hold on to this for me until | come back, ok? 


| heard Jim a few more times over the next few months, but he never came back for his record. | think he 


forgot about it. 


